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of the paper, and of my scheme for renting a house at Fulhanu
I have imagined all possible misfortunes and calamities.
Thursday, November i8th.
Dr. Farrar once told me that my heart and lungs were abso-
lutely perfect, but that my stomach would always be a trouble
to me.
Monday, November 22nd.
At the Grieg Concert, St. James's Hall. A crowded house,
mainly filled with hordes of those idle, well-dressed, supercilious,
unintelligent women who inhabit the West End and the more
expensive suburbs; their hats, though it is Autumn, made a
garden.
Grieg came on in a short jacket of black velvet which serves
to decrease still further his short stature. He has a large head
with white hair and a bald patch, and the shrewd wrinkled face
of a thinker, A restless man, weary and yet the victim of an
incurable vivacity. The concussion of his hands on the keys
jerked back his head at every loud chord. Between the move-
ments of a sonata he bowed almost imperceptibly and wiped his
face every time with the same mechanical movement. He
looked like one who has exhausted the joys of fame and of being
adored.
In the orchestra, full of hero-worshippers, I noticed particu-
larly two girls, friends, who must have stood hours at the door
to gain their unique position in the first row. One smiled
ecstatically and showed her teeth (I think she was American)
throughout the concert. The other had a fixed and mournful
face. She never stirred and seldom spoke; she did not join
in the applause, which was frantic in those seats. Her thin lips
were set, and her dark eyes set. She was the Serious Student,
never happy, never even passably content, always reaching for
the unattainable; without doubt she had little talent, but an
immense purpose and energy. I fancied I could see her in her
daily existence, secretive, self-contained, and occasionally, only
occasionally, opening the gates of her soul to some companion
in a sudden abandonment.
Round about me a group of newspaper critics exchanged the
childish babble of daily journalism.
As I went out, I thought that in another hour or so a thousand
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